THE STORY OF A RAID

with the camels of our enemies. Our elders strove with
words of prudence to persuade us to return with them, but
we would not listen and they left us.

'Musellim and I tethered now our camels at a safe
distance and crawled to the brink of the gorge to watch
the enemy's movements. Presently one of them took the
camels off to some grazing down the wadi as we had fore-
seen, and then returned to his friends. We saw them make
up their camp-fire for the night. But with our number
reduced now to two against their five, we decided it would
be impossible to overcome them; instead we would creep
down at dead of night, steal the camels, and depart, thus
getting such a start that in the morning there would be no
chance of their catching us up on foot. And so we prayed
the evening prayer and returned to our watching-places and
waited; and about midnight when their fire had ceased to
flicker, we crept stealthily down - we could have killed the
men in their sleep had there been more of us - and we
loosened the hobbles of the camels and thence turned up by
an easy slope and found our own camels, and so we started
off homewards.

'One of the Safaris awoke long before the dawn and
discovered that their camels were missing. He roused his
companions and they followed on our track by the light of
the full moon. Meanwhile we pressed on till the next
afternoon, but being then tired and supposing we had
many hours' start, my companion and I stupidly halting
for a short rest, fell asleep. Suddenly I awoke. There
before me, at about one hundred paces, was an Arab,
covering me with his rifle. I looked round hurriedly, and
seeing no others supposed that he was alone; so I leapt
behind a small rock to draw my own rifle from its